FATHERS AtfD CHILDREN
whisper; c love him, love my brother! DonH
give him up for any one in the world) don't
listen to any one else! Think what can be
more terrible than to love and not be loved!
Never leave my poor Nikolai! *
Fenitchka's eyes were dry, and her terror
had passed away, so great was her amazement
But what were her feelings when Pavel Petro-
vitch, Pavel Petrovitch himself, put her hand to
his lips and seemed to pierce into it without
kissing It, and only heaving convulsive sighs
from time to time.. . .
* Goodness/ she thought,c isn't it some attack
coming on him ?'...
At that instant his whole ruined life was
stirred up within him.
The staircase creaked under rapidly ap-
proaching footsteps. ... He pushed her away
from him, and let his head drop back on the
pillow. The door opened, and Nikolai Petro-
vitch entered, cheerful, fresh, and ruddy. Mitya,
as fresh and ruddy as his father, in nothing but
his little shirt, was frisking on his shoulder,
catching the big buttons of his rough country
coat with his little bare toes.
Fenitchka simply flung herself upon him, and
clasping him and her son together in her arms,
dropped ber head on his shoulder. Nikolai
Petrtmtch was  surprised;  Fenitchka, the rc-
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